THE  LIGHT  OF  DAY

on the altar, or the devotee perishing in the arms
of his idol. Hence our feeling, our regret, is not a
tribute to sincerity alone, or to courage, or to hero-
ism. It is mainly a tribute to the past, to the memory
of our fathers who held this faith, to our mothers
who distilled it into our minds in infancy, to the old
creeds and institutions which have played so large
a part in the culture and development of our race,

We are like the western emigrant turning to take
a last view of the home of his youth and the land of
his fathers. The old ties draw us, we are filled with
a deep longing and regret; a little more and we
would go back and abide there forever, The new
world of faith, the great western world, which this
generation is fast entering, and which the next gen-
eration will more completely take possession of, is
indeed a new land. Those upon whom the old asso-
ciations have set the deepest mark will experience
the keenest homesickness. The timid, the half-
hearted, the irresolute, will not go. But much of
the best blood will go, is going. The majority of
the most virile minds of the century have long since
taken up their abode there.

And like the other emigration, the men go first;
the women and children stay behind. Woman, more
tender and emdtional, cannot give up the old faiths;
she shrinks back from the new land; it seems cold
and naked to her spirit; she cleaves unto the past,
to the shelter of the old traditions. Probablyought goes
